GOING PLACES
dress. At the corner of the street stood the policeman, a
grim, slouching figure in a rough grey shirt and knickers,
with a revolver and a cartridge belt. He shot no one, but
he smoked a lot of cigarettes. Near us was a hitch-hiker
thumbing for a lift; as a car came along he stepped out a
pace, and thrust his thumb hi the direction of Pittsburg, and
then he took a pace to the rear. Nobody picked him up
while we were there. Citizens in white, or shirt and trousers
strolled by in the heat; there was the scent of cigars, and
once there wandered across the scene an unbelievable pair
of aged Negroes in neat, black garments, their kind, simple
faces alive and mobile with earnest talk. We enjoyed Bed-
ford as we waited for the 'bus.
This road from Bedford to Harrisburg does not look much
on the map, just a few inches of red line passing through
Carlisle and Chambersburg, but it soon takes you into fine,
hilly country by a road under a rocky cliff with a rushing,
rocky stream below you. It climbs over several ridges, ris-
ing to a couple of thousand feet, and you look down on
lovely vistas of Pennsylvania, great, radiant views over the
lesser hills variegated with red ploughlands, light green
crops, and pastures silvered profusely with moon daisies.
And there are expanses of woodland in which the wild deer
roam, and are hunted. It is seventy miles of lovely country
something like England, only sunnier, not quite the lesser
Switzerland, and a bit different from Germany, although
many of the wooden houses have balconies and are probably
German in origin. The inspired dash to Bedford had not
been so ridiculous, after all, and those two or three inches of
Pennsylvania road had revealed wonders.
In America there seems to be only one footpath.   The
cottage to cottage, over the stile and across the meadows sort
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